20	EDEN BOWER
e Lend thy shape for the shame of Eden !
(And O the bower and the, hour !)	70
Is not the foe-God weak as the foemim
When love grows hate in the heart of a woman ?
' WoulcTst thou know the heart's hope of Liliih ?
(Eden bower's in flower.)
Then bring thou close thine head till it glisten
Along my breast, and lip me and listen.
6 Am I sweet, 0 sweet Snake of Eden ?
(And 0 Ihe, bower and the hour !)
Then ope thine car to my warm mouth's cooing
And learn what deed remains for our doing.      80
{ Thou diclst hear when God said to Adam ;—
(Eden boivers in flower,)
" Of all this wealth I have made theo warden ;
Thou'rt free to eat of the trees of the garden :
fi " Only of one tree eat not in Eden ;
(And 0 the bower and the. hour !)
All save one I give to thy freewill,—
The Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil."
c 0 my love, come nearer to Lilith !
(Eden bower's in flower,)	90
In thy sweet folds bind me and bend me,
And let me feel the shape thou shalt lend me !
c In thy shape I'll go back to Eden ;
(And 0 the bower and the hour /)
In these coils that Tree will I grapple,
And stretch this crowned head forth by the apple.
6 Lo, Eve bends to the breath of Lilith !
(Eden bower's in flower.)
0 how then shall my heart desire
All her blood as food to its fire !	100
* Lo3 Eve bends to the words of Lilith !—
(And 0 the bower and the hour /)
" Nay, this Tree's fruit,—why should ye hate it,
Or Death be born the day that ye ate^ it ?

